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June 1980 


It all started in the blurry morning hours at one of those typical parties. An after-after-party at a friend of 
a promoters friend's house who wanted to adorn himself with the accolades of hosting a binge for Britain's 
next rock'n'roll sensation, eager to collect some fodder for outrageous tales to impress people - at other 
parties. 


It definitely opened a lot of doors in America if you could strum at least two chords and talk with the thickest 


possible British accent. It also helped when you were young, reckless, easy on the eyes and equipped with an 


average European tolerance for alcohol that left most people abroad awestruck. 


With all five band members under the legal drinking age in the US, they had to rely on the goodwill of the local 
entourage to provide the booze. Usually that happened with the greatest of ease, because obviously the only 
thing more precious to Americans than a British rock band member was a drunken British rock band member. 
So who were they to complain? Travelling the world, playing their music and drinking for free. Their conquest 
of the world had surely got off to a good start. 


The party wasn't in full swing anymore and the few people who were still around had settled down on various 
pieces of upholstery or simply on the floor of the spacious living room. The light was low and diffused by 
cigarette smoke and Led Zeppelin was blaring from the stereo system. Sav and Joe had crammed themselves 


into an armchair, nursing what were supposed to be their last beers and cracking jokes and giggling. 


Girl-wise the evening had been a flop for the two of them. The only two women present were the promoter‘s 
sister and her friend, and while the former who was sufficiently hot had disappeared to one of the upstairs 
rooms with Steve, the latter was making out with Pete in a corner of the living room. She had been granted 
much less attractive features by Mother Nature than her friend, to put it mildly, but Pete seemed content 
with the fact that she was female. 


Joe and Sav entertained themselves by observing Pete and the girl on the other side of the room and sneering 
at them. Joe seemed to be particularly amused by Pete's French-kissing skills - or lack thereof. In between 
laughing fits he suddenly began to stick his tongue out into the air, trying to do a comedic impression of Pete. 
Sav giggled hysterically, but at the same time he felt a weird tingling feeling coursing through his body. The 
tingling was accompanied by a little shiver when Joe decided to emphasize his demonstration by moaning, albeit 
in a exaggerated comical way. Sav kept chuckling but had to turn away from Joe when all the teeny electrical 


sparks that crept through him eventually assembled in his pelvis. 


Whoa, where had that come from? It must have been a combination of the alcohol, the lack of sleep and 
simply watching a couple, no matter who, getting it on. His mind replayed the image of Joe with his tongue out 
and his half-lidded eyes though, and a frisson went right to his cock. 


Confusion overtook him, and one part of his brain demanded he bolt and get away while the other part 
curiously scanned the areas of the skin of his bare arms and legs that were touching Joe's. It felt as if every 


square centimetre of it was scorching hot. 


"Can you even do that?" Joe asked with a laugh and repeated his imitation, evidently encouraging Sav to mimic 


him. 


Sav decided not be a spoilsport and extended the tip of his tongue, with a little less fervor than Joe though. 
Due to the way they sat squeezed into the chair with Joe's arm behind Sav on the backrest, their heads were 
only a few inches apart, and their tongues even less. And in the blink of an eye, Sav felt how he was pushed - 


or drawn? - towards Joe. Their tongues met for not even a second before the two men flinched, cackling and 


exclaiming sounds of disgust. Then all of a sudden the laughter stopped. 


Both emptied their beer bottles simultaneously, facing away from each other. Sav waited for Joe to come up 
with another silly remark, to change the subject or just to signal it was time to leave. He would have done it 
himself, but for some reason he was completely unable to move or talk. On top of that, he felt how his cheeks 
got hot for some reason and he couldn't get himself to look at Joe. Well, wasn't it perfectly normal to feel 
embarrassed when your friend just touched your tongue with his, whether it was a joke or not? Strike "or 


not", it was a joke. It was vbe and his usual inebriated late night shenanigans. 


And it could only be a part of said shenanigans when Sav suddenly felt Joe's hand on the side of his neck and 
Joe's breath closer and closer to his cheek. Any minute now, Joe would crack a joke and they'd laugh their 


asses off. 


Joe's fingers grazed the skin on Sav's shoulder softly, and when that failed to catch his attention, he leaned in 
closer and brought their foreheads together. 


"Sav... 


It was a whisper, barely audible over the still-blaring music and the conversations of the other party guests, 
who didn't seem to be taking any notice of what they were doing. 


Instead of answering, Sav tilted his head just a little closer towards Joe and closed his eyes. It had to bea 
prank, he just knew it. He expected the closing bell every second. 


But it never came. His heart pounded so hard that it drowned out the music, and a feeling akin to nausea 
began to spread in his throat and chest. Agonizingly slow - or at least so it seemed to Sav - Joe moved closer 
until his lips finally touched Sav's. Just softly at first, light and tender, so that it tickled a little. The next 
moment their mouths melted together. Silky flesh on silky flesh, warm and smooth. When Joe's tongue - the 
root cause for what they were just doing - was added to the mix, Sav reflexively opened his mouth and 
welcomed it with his own. He realized that he hadn't breathed for quite a while, and when he finally managed to 


do so, he was overwhelmed by a multitude of sensory impressions. 


Joe smelled and tasted of beer, cigarettes, early morning and underneath all that something so bewitchingly vbe 
that he couldn't quite describe. It was addictive though, and Sav had a vague premonition that he'd never get 
enough of that taste in his entire life. 


Joe's fingers crawled upward on the back of Sav's head, gently massaging his scalp under the luscious mass of 


springy brown curls. 


Sav's mind was so entirely captivated by the intoxicating sensations that it simply refused to worry about the 
fact that he was making out with his friend. And bandmate. Who happened to be male, although Sav had never 
felt attracted to a guy before in all the nineteen years of his life. But somehow, like everything he did with 
Joe, it just felt right. 


Sav's relish was suddenly interrupted when Joe pulled away. 
"| dont know about you, mate, but.. " Joe began, a little out of breath 

Sav hoped that Joe could see the bright neon sign in his wide open eyes, rapidly blinking, "DON'T STOP! 
"| could use a litle bit of fresh air now’ 


With these words, Joe stood up quickly and motioned to Sav to follow him. They went outside through the open 
sliding glass door into the garden area, which was as vast as a botanical garden compared to what a British 
working class city kid was used to. Joe turned around to see if Sav was still behind him when he went around 
the small swimming pool surrounded by a handful of people engrossed in conversation, and around the corner 
of the house. It was darker in this part of the garden because it wasn't lit by the dimmed light from the living 
room, and Sav cursed when he tripped over a low step. When he looked up again he saw that Joe was heading 


towards a small wooden pavillion that was overgrown with vines. Sav hurried to follow him. 


It was almost completely dark inside and there wasn't much room to move because of several stacked up 
garden chairs and tables, so they stood only a few inches apart. "How did you know this was here?" was on the 
tip of Sav's tongue, but he swallowed it in favor of grabbing Joe's shoulder and bringing their mouths together. 


A second later, teeth clashed and tongues battled for supremacy. Joe had closed the gap between them and 
after a split second of awkwardness, they wrapped their arms around each other. It wasn't exactly chilly 
outside, nevertheless Sav enjoyed the heat radiating off Joe's body. When Joe wedged his left foot between 
Sav's feet to be able to stand even closer, not only their chests but also the lower parts of their bodies 
touched, and Sav was relieved to notice that he wasn't the only one whose arousal was physically evident. 


Gasps escaped them when each felt the other's erection against his hip. 


Although all he wanted to do was continue, Sav suddenly broke the kiss and asked, "Oh my God, what's 


happening here, Joe?" 
Their chests were heaving in unison and Sav felt more than saw Joe's hand come up to cup his cheek. 


Joe stroked Sav's lips with his thumb as he answered, out of breath, "I don't know.. | really don't... All | know is 
that this feels amazing, Sav!" 


Their eyes had adjusted to the sparse light, and Sav could make out a sun lounger right behind Joe. He nudged 
and pushed Joe until the latter got the picture and they half fell, half laid down on it without loosening their 
embrace. Joe's shirt slid up a little in the process so that Sav had his bare skin under his palm. It wasn't 
exactly something that he'd never felt before - they were often shirtless at the end of the concert or in the 
dressing room and hugged each other bare-chested to celebrate a great show - but like every sensation in 


the last ten minutes it was so much more intense than ever before. 


As soon as they were horizontal Sav licked his way into Joe's mouth again. 


Although the sudden change in his perception of his friend, and especially Joe's reaction still dumbfounded him, 
he felt himself drawn deeper and deeper into a vortex of pure and utter horniness. Which was perfectly 


natural for a healthy nineteen-year-old human male as a matter of fact. 


He loosened his death grip around Joe's torso and sneaked his hand around between them, still trying to figure 
out what to do with it. Joe had freed one of his hands, too, but he'd apparently decided to rearrange the 
contents of his bulging sport shorts first. When Sav threw a glance downwards, it seemed as if his arm was 
grasped by an invisible tractor beam. For an instant he felt a little self-conscious about his sweaty palm, 


before his hand came to rest on top of Joe's. Which was moving. Slowly, up and down, 


Although Sav's hand was only on top of Joe's, the mere fact that he was "participating" sent a new tidal wave 
of arousal through his body. Deep down inside, he still expected that Joe would put an end to this as abruptly 
as he had initiated it and swat Sav's hand away, but that didn't happen. 


What happened though, was that Joe suddenly flipped their hands. 


A deep, throaty moan emanated from Joe before he had to let go of Sav's lips and lean back against the 
headrest. The feeling of loss because they weren't kissing anymore was soon overpowered by the signals Sav's 


brain received from his hand. Signals that his brain labeled with a gobsmacked "Wow.." for lack of alternatives. 


By now, Sav had stopped questioning what they were doing. He simply followed his instincts. And those instincts 
made him curl his fingers around the warm throbbing column that pressed up against its polyester confines 
and stroke it while he was sucking an irresponsible bruise into the skin right above Joe's collarbone. The 
whimpering noise that Joe made in response was something that Sav immediately knew he needed to hear again 


and again. 


After a few more strokes, Joe's hand left his and pulled down the elastic of his shorts, essentially taking them 
both up the next rung of the metaphorical ladder designated, "what best friends usually don't do". 


For a moment, Sav simply stared, feeling safely concealed by the half-dark. He reckoned that's what most 
people - people? Had any other man ever seen Joe like this? - did when they saw Joe's erection. They'd seen 
each other naked before, and even if they hadn't Joe's choice of trousers usually didn't leave much to the 


imagination, but to see his cock fully erect was a completely different story. 

Sav winced when he suddenly became aware that Joe was looking at him, or rather catching him staring. Joe 
lifted his head again until they were cheek to cheek and Sav could feel his friend's warm breath against his 
ear. 


"lIl do the same for you." 


Joe's husky voice and what it proposed sent another shock wave through Sav's body and he felt a droplet of 


precum dampen the fabric of his shorts. 


It wasn't like Sav didn't know what to do. He did it to himself almost daily, sometimes more than once. And 


when he suddenly heard a couple of car doors slamming from the street in front of the house, he became 


aware that they didn't have a lot more time on their hands. Hands! Oh, right.. 


Sav wrapped his hand around the warm, velvety skin and started stroking. A steady rivulet of precum from 


the glistening head of Joe's cock provided enough lubrication to accelerate the pace. 


"Fuck, Sav.." were the last articulate words from Joe, after that all that reached Sav's ears was stifled 
moaning. Not only from Joe. Seeing Joe come undone like that turned Sav on so much he was afraid he'd just 
come in his shorts without any assistance. Not even a minute had passed before Sav felt Joe's fingers claw 
deeper and deeper into his shoulder, indicating he was getting closer to the edge. Sav did his best not to lose 
his frantic rhythm and additionally tried to squeeze and twist the way he liked it himself. 


With a strained grunt, Joe's whole body tensed up and Sav felt the so-familiar pulsation on the inside of his 
fist. Only that it wasn't his own dick in his hand for the first time in his life. Joe turned away from Sav a 
little, so that most of his enormous gush of cum landed on the floor beside them. Sav kept stroking his friend 
through his orgasm, but Joe hadn't even come down from his high when he turned around and wriggled his 


fingers under the elastic of Sav's shorts. Sav's startled squeak was swallowed by a sloppy open-mouthed kiss. 
Then Joe kept his word. 


He got down to business straightaway and jacked Sav off as if he had to set a world record. Sav wondered 
whether Joe suddenly felt ashamed after all and wanted to get it over with or whether he was just worried 
that someone would come looking for them before he had returned the favour. A nanosecond later though, 
every attempt at conscious thinking was futile. All that Sav could focus on was the friction and the heat of 
Joe's hand around his cock. He dug his heels into the surface of the lounger and pushed his hips up to meet 
Joe's movements when he suddenly felt Joe's lips touch his ear. In the next moment his orgasm hit him so 


hard he didn't even register that it had been sparked when Joe sucked on his earlobe. 


An overwhelming tidal wave of physical bliss swept him away and he simply let himself float, oblivious to the 


mess he was making all over Joe's hand as well as his own legs and shorts. 


Both men just panted for a while as Sav relaxed and Joe kept stroking him slowly. Sav couldn't think of anything 
to say, but talking seemed completely redundant in this moment. And although Joe was an incessant 


blabbermouth with most people, he never needed many words with Sav. 


Unceremoniously, Joe wiped his hand dry on the seat cushion, and Sav followed suit. They chuckled impishly. If 
somebody threw a party for a rock band, they had to deal with the aftermath. 


The sound of footsteps coming closer on the gravel path made them jolt up, then they heard the grumpy 


voice of their tour manager holler into the darkness: 


"Joel Sav! Where the bloody hell are ya two wankers?" 


They snickered into the skin of each others' necks. If he only knew how close to the truth he was.. 


